ECCE GVBERNATOR

I see the world as a kind of Black Hole of Calcutta,
where we are all milling about in darkness and slime;
now and then the mere being in the world is enough to
cause violent claustrophobia (or is it a physical shortness
of breath which creates the sensation of claustrophobia
and therefore the image of the Black Hole ?). And then
I know that it is only by some desperate escape, like
Pascal's, that I can breathe; but cowardice and sloth
prevent me from escaping.

Who have escaped?

Those who know don't speak;
Those who speak don't know.

On the American desert are horses which eat loco-
weed and some are driven mad by it; their vision is
affected, they take enormous leaps to cross a tuft of
grass or tumble blindly into rivers. The horses which
have become thus addicted are shunned by the rest
and will never rejoin the herd. So is it with human beings:
those who are conscious of another world, the world
of the spirit, acquire an outlook which distorts the values
of ordinary life; they are consumed by the weed of non-
attachment. Curiosity is their one excess and therefore
they are recognized not by what they do but by what
they refrain from doing, like those Araphants or disciples
of Buddha who were pledged to the 'Nine Incapa-
bilities*. Thus they do not take life^ they do not compete,
they do not boast, they do not join groups of more than
six, they do not condemn others; they are 'abandoners
of revels, mute, contemplative* who are depressed by
gossip, gaiety and equals, who wait to be telephoned to,
who neither speak in public nor keep up with their
friends nor take revenge on* their enemies. Self-know-
ledge has taught them to abandon hate and blame and
envy in their lives until they look sadder than they are.
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